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the rape of lvcrece. 

This piwtureihec aduifedly pcrufd, _ 

And chid the Painter for his wondrous skill : 

Saying, fome ihape in S i n o n s was abui’d, 

So faire a forme lodg’d not a mind (b ill. 

And (till on him fhee gaz’d, and gazing ftill, # 

Such fignes of truth in his plaine faceihceipied. 
That fhee concludes, the Pi&ure was belied. 

It cannot be (quoth (he) that fo much guile, 

(Shec would haue faid) can lurke in fucha looker 
But T a r qjv i n s (hape,camc in her mind the while, 
And from her tongue, can lurk, from cannot, tooke 
It cannot be, thee in that fence fbrfooke. 

And turn’d it thus, it cannot be I find, 

But fuch a face (hould beare a wicked mind. 

Forcuenasfubtill Sin on here is painted, 

So ioberfad, io wearie,and (o milde, 

(As ifwi'hgriefe or trauailehe had fainted) 

To me came T arq^v in armed to beguild 
With outward honeflie, but yet defild 

^ With inward vice, as Priam him did cherilh s 

.So didl T a.r qv i n, fo my Troy did p'erifh* 

Looke: 
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THE RAPE OF LVCRECE. 

Looke looke how liftning Priam wets his eyes. 
To fee thofe borrowed teares that S 1 n o n (heeds, 
Priam why art thou old, and yet not wife? 

For cucrie teare he fals a T roian bleeds: 

His eye drops fire, no water thence proceeds, 

Thole roud clear pearls ofhis that moue thy pitty, 
Are bals ofquenchleflc fire to burnethy Citty. 

Such Deuils fteale effe&s from lightleflfe Hell, 

For S 1 n o n in his fire doth quake with cold. 

And in that cold hot burning fire doth dwell, 

Thcfe contraries fuch vnitie do hold. 

Only to flatter fooles, and make them bold, 

■> So P r 1 a m s truft falfe S 1 n o n s teares doth flatter, 
> That he finds means to burne his Troy with water. 

Here all inrag’d (uch paflion her a (fades, 

That patience is quite beaten from her bread, 

Shec tears the (cnceleflc S 1 n o n with her nailes, 
Comparing him to that vnhappie gueft, 

Whole deede hath madeherfelfe, herfelfedctcd. 
At laft (hee (milingly with this giues ore, 

Foolc fool, quoth (he,his wounds wil not be (ore. 
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